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Greetings 


Welcome to Contata, the fourth incarnation of the rotating Northeast Filk Convention. 

Following in the footsteps of ConCerto, Concertino, and Conterpoint, we hope to 
bring you an array of concerts, panels, and workshops with a certain New York flavor. 

Why a New Jersey location for a New York convention? Because we found NYC 
hotel prices too high, and found most out-of-state fans leery of entering the city 
proper. The Garden State offered lower rates, and a location easily accessible from 
all points, while still being close enough to The City to be reached by mass transit. 

Joey Shoji, our Guest of Honor, is widely regarded for his beautiful voice and 
incredibly cute knees. Though he has yet to record a solo project, he has appeared on 
numerous convention tapes and provided backup vocals on studio releases by Kathy 
Mar, Larry Warner, and others. 

Mary Ellen Wessels, our Toastmistress, recorded “Fragile Wall” with Clif Flynt, 
in addition to appearing on live convention tapes and as a backup vocalist on studio 
tapes by Larry Warner and Cynthia McQuillin. On some of these, she worked side by 
side with Joey. This is the first appearance by Joey and MEW as GoH and 
Toastmistress together. 

We hope you enjoy their performances. 


Mike Browne 
Chairbeing 


The Annoying Official Stuff 


The basic rule is common sense. Don’t be abusive to your fellow filkers or to the 
other people staying at the hotel. 

Please wear your badge at all times. Anyone found in a convention area without a 
badge will have-his-fneertinsfedtetheareberines be asked to leave. 

Smoking is forbidden in all convention areas, including the con suite and dealers' 
room. Smoking is permitted in the smoking sections of the Red Robin's restaurant 
and Bazooka's nightclub, as well as outside the hotel. 

Weapons are forbidden at the con. This includes loud radios, microphone wire 
garrotes, and guitars used in the “el-kabong” mode. Voices pitched at a decibel level 
that threatens the structural integrity of the hotel are frowned upon. 

Love Song Productions will be recording all concert performances for possible 
commercial release. All performers are requested to have a set list available with 
song title, author, composer, and copyright information. 

Al convention members are welcome to tape any performance for personal use. 
Please be discreet (don't jam your mike up someone's nose; you only will annoy him) 
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and courteous (unwrap your tapes outside the concert room, tape down long 
extension cords, and leave sufficient space that your recorder doesn’t click off loudly 
in the middle of a song). Any performer has the right to request that a performance 
NOT be recorded. This includes official convention taping. 

Please be aware that the Courtyard Cafe is not function space, and is therefore 
not to be used for late-night filking. Anyone found rearranging the chairs or 
disturbing the table setups will be removed from the convention and have his 
membership revoked. 

All events are subject to change. When a room is not scheduled for a particular 
event, feel free to use it for open filking. 


A Note on the Con Suite 


The Con Suite at Contata is kosher. Therefore, all the food and drink provided by the 
convention adhere to Jewish dietary laws. 

What does this mean to the average person at Contata? Very little in terms of the 
quantity or quality of the munchies — in fact, chances are you will not notice 
anything missing or different. 

However, we do ask you to help us maintain standards. Since we know that 
people like to donate food to con suites (we’ve done it ourselves), we will provide a 
table just for donations. This will be known as the “Treif” (ie, non-kosher) table. It 
will be clearly marked. Please — do not take food from this table and place on it on 
another. Someone might inadvertently eat it thinking it is kosher. 

Also, the Con Suite will have a microwave oven. When it is not in use making 
popcorn, it will be available to whomever needs to nuke something. All we ask is that 
anything placed in the oven (kosher or not), excluding popcorn, be double wrapped 
in plastic. We will provide the plastic wrap. 

Why are we doing this? Because several members of the Contata ConCom 
(including the one in charge of the Con Suite) are Orthodox Jews, and so are a 
number of the attendees. This way, they can enjoy full use of the convention facilities 
just like everyone else. As a side benefit, all vegetarians can be certain that no meat 
has ever come into contact with any of the food provided by the convention. 

On a side note — Orthodox Jews face another series of problems because Contata 
falls on a weekend (how strange!). As is the nature of weekends, this one has a 
Saturday in it. Saturday (actually, sundown Friday to sundown Saturday) is the 
Jewish Sabbath. On the Sabbath it is forbidden to do a number of things — cooking, 
for example. Again, this should not affect the average person at the convention, since 
we will make the microwave available at all times (so long as you double wrap!), but 
any non-Jewish help will be appreciated. 


Debbie Baker — Con Suite 
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Interfilk 


Interfilk is a fan fund designed to promote filking by providing resources to bring a 
filker from one part of the country to a filk convention in another part. Interfilk 
provides transportation and hotel costs; the con provides a membership. 

The Interfilk guest acts as a goodwill ambassador, exchanging filksongs and ideas 
with the members of the convention he appears at. 

Interfilk raises money by holding auctions at filk conventions. Anyone is welcome 
to donate items for auction. Songbooks, tapes, jewelry, and original artwork are the 
usual loot. As of late, slightly more bizarre items have crept onto the auction block, 
including boxes of Roadkill Helper™, an inflatable sheep, and what is quite possibly 
the ugliest lamp in the known world. 

Interfilk auctions are lively affairs, with bad puns from the auctioneer and 
shameless vamping by the “Interfilk waifs” who display the merchandise (often 
displaying their own as well). The overall effect is a cross between MST3K and The 
Gong Show, with chocolate added. 

Come join in the fun, and help support the exchange of filk across the country. 


Attending and Supporting Members: 


Glenn Arthur Valerie Housden Lisa Padol 

Debbie Baker Mordecai Housman Crystal Paul 
Jonathan Baker Muriel Hykes Lenny Provenzano 
Stephen Brinich Dan Kachoogian Christine Quinones 
Lucinda Brown Rachel Kadushin Roberta Rogow 
Mike Browne Joseph Kesselman Karen Rothenberg 
Lee Burwasser Susan Knapp Michael Rubin 
George Carmichael Ellen Kranzer Joey Shoji 

I Abra Cini Joshua Kronengold Paul Shuch 

John Cochran Richard Law Jane Sibley 
Dragon’s Lair Judith Lazar Kathleen Sloan 
Gary Ehrlich Rennie Levine Judith Solomon 
Dick Eney Tamar Lindsay Jean Stevenson 
Becky Feld J. Spencer Love Cheryl Thompson 
Harold Feld Gary McGath Jo Ann Treadwell 
Marc Glasser Linda Melnick David Tucker 
Avram Grumer Reynard Meyer David Weingart 
Ian Hanley Eyal Mozes Ellen Weingart 
David Hayman James Neill Mary Ellen Wessels 
Judith Hayman Jacqueline Nieves Deb Wunder 

Fred Herman Leslie Nieves Steven Joel Zeve 
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Joey Shoji — the man, the myth, the tenor. 


(The REAL* story) by Mary Ellen Wessels (mew) 
Let's lay some rumors to rest right now! 


1) False — Joey only wears shorts. 

It is warm in San Francisco. Joey wears shorts a lot. My mother once said she 
didn't recognize Joey in pants. (yes, well my mother does have a reputation for some 
interesting stories) It is true that Joey has the reputation for having the cutest knees 
in fandom, but I’ve seen him wear pants three times in the 10+ years that I’ve known 
him. He wears them at Wells Fargo Bank where he works. (He also keeps gummy 
rats in his drawers there). I cannot verify or deny rumors that men, women and small 
laboratory animals have swooned at the sight of Joey’s knees. 


2) False — Joey subsists on a strict chocolate diet. 

It is true that Joey has taught many of us a finer appreciation for truly good 
chocolate. On the other hand he is also the first person who introduced me to: crab 
salad sandwiches, gourmet pizza, chicken molé, chili cheese fries, jicama, and many 
other gastronomical delicacies. He does order desert first. 


3) False — Joey prays each morning to a little statue of the Enterprise. 

Ok, so he’s been a Trek fan for a long time... so he actually sleeps in line over 
night to get good seats for each new Trek film... so he has Kirk and Spock dolls 
hanging in interesting positions over his door... but no altar! 


4) True — Joey has very diverse musical taste. 
A small sampling of music I first heard with Joey: Toni Childs, The Bobs, Suzanne 
Vega, Erasure, Ofra Haza, Kate Bush, Romanovsky and Phillips. 


5) True — Joey reads a lot. 
Stephen King, Octavia Butler and John Varley are authors I read based on Joey’s 
reccomendation. His song “Bloodchild” is based on a short story by Octavia Butler. 


6) True — Joey has sung in a wide variety of musical groups. 

From barbershop to choir, from madrigals to rock, Joey’s probably sung it and sung 
it well! Joey’s beautiful voice blends wonderfully and his skill and perfection has 
earned him a reputation as a fine back up singer. He has appeared on many tapes. No, 
he does not have a solo tape out yet. Gee, what a good idea! <mew ducks and runs> 


T) True — Joey is an excellent correspondent. I, however, am not. (Thank goodness 
for e-mail!) 
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8) True — Joey is one of the finest, most honest, complex, and fun friends anyone 
could want. 


9) True — Joey loves musical theater. 


10) False — Joey has not quit filking to pursue an operatic career. 
In spite of rumors that his first release will be entitled “In-A-Gadda-Da-Vida and 
Other Overlooked Operatic Hits!” 


* This biography perfectly suitable for everyday use, certain contents may have 
shifted in shipping and the author should not be held responsible. 


Open Letter to Mary Ellen Wessels 


(In lieu of biographical notes) 
Hi MEW! 


Can you believe it? Ten years! We’ve known each other just about a decade! 

Of course I still recall our initial meeting: the first Ohio Valley Filk Fest in 1984. It 
was so pleasing to hear you sing with Bill Roper and Clif Flynt. And later that con 
you asked me to help you chord a song and accompany you on guitar.... 

How about my first ConFusion a few years later when you let me stay with you at 
your parents’ place. That one January morning was just beautiful and I ran outside in 
my usual California attire of t-shirt and shorts only to rush back indoors. It was cold! 
If I had been paying attention I would have noticed that the puddles were frozen and 
there were icicles on the trees despite the bright, clear sky! 

And those recording sessions ranging from Off Centaur Publications to Thor 
Records. I will never forget being so goofy when trying to do “Elf Glade” (“Yes, 
they’re real!” “No, they can’t be!”). Did we actually get through “Polyphemus” (“Caw 
caw’ “Baaa baa”)? And the perversion of poor “Songbird” (“Songdude!” “Songbabe!”). 
Will we ever do the “bob-and-weave” when singing the back-up to “Through My Eyes” 
again? 

If I was really obnoxious I would ask you about that children’s tape project. But I 
won't because you introduced me to the music of Fred Small, the Chenille Sisters 
and Christine Lavin. And the main reason I return to Ann Arbor is not to visit you, but 
rather to enjoy the culinary delights of Zingerman’s Deli. 

Hello? Hello? Are you still speaking to me? Oh, good. Have fun being the 
Toastmistress at Contata, okay? 


With love, 
Joey 
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Please Push That Button 


Words: Rennie Levine 
Tune: “Don’t Push That Button” by Duane Elms 


on weekends it's traditional to hold an S.F con, 

But that’s a problem for observant 

They must arrive on Friday, long before the sun goes down, 
And rooms on lower floors are what they choose. 

On Friday, after sundown, they can’t turn on the light, 

And so they strain their eyesight in the ee 

But there is a solution to a them in their plight: 


D 
Just get a Shabbos Goy to share the room! 


C 
Chorus: Please push that button! 
G 
Shabbos Goy, please push that button — atta boy! 


D 
I can't exactly ask you, to do so would be wrong. 


But if you do the task, nu? What's the sin to go along? 


C 
So push that button! 
G 
Shabbos Goy, please push that button — that's the ploy! 


D 
For turning on and off the lights, and answering the phone, 


You need a Shabbos Goy to call your own. 
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The Sabbath day is holy to a good religious Jew, 

And so he holds it as a sacred trust 

That there are certain things that he is not allowed to do 
From Friday night ’til Saturday at dusk. 

And so he needs a roommate to share his hotel space — 
Someone who isn’t, and has never been, 

By birth or by conversion, part of the Hebrew race — 

A Goy, for whom it would not be a sin... 


To push that button... (etc.) 


If you cannot reserve a room on two, or three, or four, 

You could waste lots of time and use the stairs. 

Or, you could take the elevator right up to your floor 

If a Gentile that you know is standing there. 

Just smile, and say “Good Shabbos!” — you need say nothing more, 
For if you train your Shabbos Goyim right, 

It doesn’t even matter if he doesn’t know your floor — 

He'll just push every button that's in sight! 


You're incommunicado if you're in your room alone, 

And someone tries to get in touch with you. 

A Goy is indispensable for answering the phone, 

And other things that only Goys can do. 

Like, you can't carry money, but in the Huckster Room 

You see a souvenir for which you lust: 

Just signal to the Shabbos Goy who tends your cash for you, 
And hope that he is someone you can trust... 


To buy that button... (etc.) 
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Edward K. 


Words: Rennie Levine and Susan Knapp 
Tune: “Edward” by Kathy Mar 


You were to follow them, their honored memory. 

You were a tragic man, last of the dynasty. 

You were the instrument to raise their torch that it might burn, 
But Camelot is gone — I know it never can return. 


Chorus: Edward, you are driving off the edge of a bridge 
In Chappaquidick tonight. 
As the lights and cameras focus their attention on your face, 
And show the world your guilt, 
Your family’s disgraced, and all that they have built, 
And all they tried to do, 
It’s all ending here with you. 


You broke a nation’s heart, for all the world to see. 

Poor Mary Jo, in death, undid Ed Kennedy. 

Far from a shining knight, you fled the scene with callous heart 
Upon that summer night — I guess your nerve just fell apart. 


(Chorus) 


And in my mind tonight, I wonder, is it fair 

To think a mortal man, with all you’d had to bear, 

Could fill the empty shoes that Jack and Bobby left behind? 
Was it an accident, or what you had in mind? 


(Chorus) 
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Nick the Knife 


Words: Avram Grumer 
Music: “The Ballad of Mack the Knife” from The Threepenny Opera 


Odin's horse has eight sharp hooves, dear; 
Where it walks, the widows grieve. 

Eight small reindeer has Saint Nick, now, 
When he rides on Christmas Eve. 


Oh, he sees you when you're sleeping 
And he knows when you're awake. 
Knows if you've been bad or good, dear, 
So be good for goodness’ sake. 


Giving gifts for good behavior 
Nowadays won't do the trick. 

Santa Claus has changed his methods 
From the carrot to the stick. 


Dasher, Dancer, Prancer, Vixen, 
Search for miscreants below. 
Comet, Cupid, Donner, Blitzen, 
Swoop upon his “Ho, ho, ho.” 


What's that sound, now, at the chimney? 
No, that gun will be no aid. 

Santa's suit of scarlet Kevlar™ 

Will deflect a slug or blade. 


See him leaving in the night now, 
On his sleigh's a bulging sack. 
When he got here, it was empty... 
Some kid won't be coming back. 


Oh, he sees you when you're sleeping 
And he knows when you're awake. 
Knows if you've been bad or good, dear, 
So be good for goodness' sake. 
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Dont Use The Tractors 


Words: Fred Herman 
Tune: “Waltzing Matilda” (Traditional) 


Once a jolly starship fell in a temporal loop; 

Suddenly a ghost ship emerged from the gloom. 

They didn't want collision, and pushed it with their tractor beam, 
But it didn't work, and they all went kaboom. 


Chorus: Don't use the tractors! Don't use the tractors! 
Don't use the tractors or we'll go kaboom. 
Try to remember from one cycle to the next: 
Don't use the tractors or we'll go kaboom. 


The cycle started over, and they felt some deja vu 

But they didn’t know they were nearing their doom. 

The doctor started thinking, but they found the ghost ship and 
They tried the tractors, and they went kaboom. 


(chorus) 


Once again it happened, but they started noticing. 

The doctor taped voices of ghosts in her room. 

Finally they knew they were caught in a temporal loop, 
But they hit the ghost ship, and they went kaboom. 


(chorus) 


Now they didn’t take long to recognize their problem and 

Figure out a way to escape from their tomb: 

Once they knew what killed them, they would send themselves a note. 
First they sent the warning, then they went kaboom. 


(chorus) 


Finally they saw the ghost ship for the umpteenth time. 

Data saw that they had been wrong to assume 

That the tractor beam would protect them from their horrid fate, 
So they used an air jet, and didn’t go boom. 
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(chorus) 


Now on every starship, people tell the story and 
Think of all the horrors that wait in the gloom, 

But that stupid starship that blew up fifty-seven times 
Battles the Borg but it won’t go kaboom. 


(chorus) 


Latest News Update 


Words: Harold Feld 
Tune: “Last Night I Had The Strangest Dream” by Ed McCurdy 


Last night I had the strangest dream, I ever had to face 

I dreamed my U.S. Senator had come from outer space 
Their ruler was an Elvis clone who ruled with Hitler’s brain 
But Julia Roberts foiled their plot, then split from Lyle again 


They introduced a diet plan to make us tasty snacks 

By shedding all our body fat before their big attacks 
Oprah Winfrey swore it worked, that she’d lost 90 pounds 
And Liz and Lady Di agreed it was the best around 


They nominated and confirmed Bigfoot for the Court 

The Loch Ness monster swore him in before they both were caught 
Thank God that Julia Roberts found the Kennedys alive 

And with old Jimmy Hoffa’s help, destroyed their star-warp drive 


Last night I had the strangest dream to vex me and confuse 
I swear that that’s the last time I will read the Weekly World News! 
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The Fifty-Ninth Street Mogoie Song 


Words: Dick Eney 
Tune: “The Fifty-Ninth Street Bridge Song” by Paul Simon & Art Garfunkel 


Slow down, you drive too fast 
Gotta help the wildlife last! 
Look at that smear there on the road: 
It was a cat, it’s 
feline gravy! 


Watch that lamppost! Whatcha doin’? 
Thought you knew where you were goin’, 
Watch it, there goes another one — 
Someone’s moggie — 

feline gravy! 


We've no deadline to meet, no schedule to keep 
But Pl need a stiff drink before I get to sleep 
Gawd, I hope that the airbags still work in this heap! 
Pd hate joining 
feline gravy! 


Slow down, you drive too fast 
Gotta help the wildlife last! 
Look at that smear there on the road: 
It was a cat, it’s 
feline gravy! 
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We Are The Borg 


Words: Muriel Hykes and H. Paul Shuch 
Tune: “I Am A Rock” by Paul Simon and Art Garfunkel 


A winter’s day 

In the not too distant future, 

You are not alone. 

Gazing on your planet 

Across the galaxy 

We determine that you never shall be free. 
We are the Borg, 

We will assimilate you! 


We have our cube, 

And our unity will protect us. 

We're augmented by prostheses. 

Your phasers cannot harm us, 

We're immune to pain 

For it’s flesh and blood and organs we disdain. 
We are the Borg, 

We will assimilate you! 


Don’t send the Enterprise, 

We've defeated Starfleet before. 

We are out to dominate 

Every single species 

We may come across. 

If we decimate you that’s nobody’s loss. 
We are the Borg, 

We will assimilate you! 


Death is irrelevant, 

And resistance is truly futile. 

We're connected telepathically. 

Once I was a human, 

I'm glad I’ve been absorbed 

For you never are alone when you're a Borg. 
We are the Borg, 

We will assimilate you! 


And a Borg feels no pain; 
The collective never dies. 
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Bat Fax 


Words: David Tucker 
Tune: “Sick Note” by Pat Cooksey 


a 


Commissioner, I write this note, because you should be told, 
Tonight the streets of Gotham City will not be patrolled. 

My Kevlar is all scratched and torn, my cape's a sorry sight, 
And I fax this note to say why Batman’s not at work tonight. 


While perching on the fourteenth floor, a criminal I saw, 

And if there’s something I can’t stand, it’s one who breaks the law! 
I fired out a grapple hook, I flexed my muscles strong, 

And that’s when I discovered that the rope was much too long! 


My body smashed into the ground, that criminal, he ran! 

I could not let this guy escape, and so I hatched a plan. 

“TU catch this man, whate’er the cost, or my name’s not Bruce Wayne!” 
My second grapple hooked the wheels of one low flying plane. 


I was quickly jerked into the air, the ground receded fast, 

If I could not do something quick this night would be my last. 
I got out my Bat-Parachute, let go and prayed for luck, 

And that’s when I discovered that my Bat-Ripcord was stuck! 


I hurtled downward through the air, I saw the city lights, 

My life, it flashed before my eyes, (Tim Burton bought the rights!) 
I wasn't sure just where P'd land, I'd traveled far, you see. 

My best guess said that I was fallin’ down on New Jersey. 


Well, things were only looking worse, a plan I had to find, 
When inspiration suddenly did flash across my mind. 

I dropped my chute, I flapped my arms, I'd give it one last try, 
You see I had forgotten that I couldn’t really fly. 


But gravity remembered, now my chances they were slight, 

But to myself I said “Ill not give up without a fight!” 

I thought about my one last chance, the odds were slim and none, 
The only way to save my life was that damn grapple gun. 
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But the grapple flew out straight and true, it caught and then held on, 
It looked as though I might just live to see another dawn. 

When suddenly I faced a fact Pd up till then ignored... 

You shouldn't load a grapple gun with lengths of Bunjee cord. 


The Bunjee cord recoiled and I snapped into the air, 

And tried to land upon a ledge that wasn't really there. 

I slammed into the cold stone wall, I slid down to the ground, 
And that was where the criminal Pd sought was to be found. 


The man screamed when he saw me, then he tried to run away, 
Then to my shock, a spectral form swooped down to save the day. 
I held my head, I cried and swore, I cursed my rotten luck, 

"Cause Steven Spielberg went and gave my job to Plucky Duck! 


So now I'm heading to my cave, Bat-Signals I'll ignore, 

I don't care if it’s Joker troubles, or a bloody war. 

My belt is gone, my ego’s bruised, I cannot walk or fight, 

So I hope you'll understand why Batman’s not at work tonight! 


PS. 

One last thing before I go, with anger I am gripped. 

If I ever do a film again, I get to write the script. 

I don't need Jack or Danny there, next time I hit the wall, 
However I would like Michelle Pfeiffer to break my fall! 
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Healthy Thinking 


Words: Gary Ehrlich 
Tune: “Wishful Thinking” by Peter Thiessen 


D 
Ohhh... 
D G 
I used to have bad nightmares about my body’s health 

D A 
And hospital and doctor’s bills that drained off all my wealth. 

D G 
But I have no more worries, I’ve got immunity; 
D D 


I've found a perfect doctor who will minister to me. 


There's a little green alien doctor whose office is in space. 

His knowledge is phenomenal, his bedside manner’s great. 

He will take care of my family, his medicines are true, 

His rates won’t leave me bankrupt, and he still makes house calls too. 


Chorus: I > in the little green i 
When I feel e he'll ue down quickly. 
From all e of illness he’ll a me, 
The little green = will make me a 


Sooo... 


I won't get hepatitis B, I won't get HIV; 

I'm free to eat red meat but I don’t have to eat my peas. 
I won't need managed health care, won't need no HMOs; 
My stellar little doctor will take care of all my woes. 


Chorus: I believe in the little green alien doctor. 
I feel a fever when he is not there. 
I told all my co-workers; they don’t care, 
They all have Blue Shield, and they think I’m nuts. 
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Ahhh... 


The day that next year’s flu bug hits they'll get a big surprise 
When all my nasty symptoms disappear before their eyes. 
Their aching throats and muscles won't be all that is sore, 


When they learn that I don’t need my health insurance anymore. 


Chorus: TIl be cured by the little green alien doctor; 
To beat infections is his one mission. 
He will be my primary care physician. 
He'll keep me happy till the day I die. 
Yes, I'll be happy till the day I die. 
Then he'll keep my brain, on the day I die! 
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Guardian of the Night 


Words : Jan Kelson 
Tune: “Guardian of the Night” by Meg Davis 


A D> E7 A 
Chorus: Guardian of the night, watch while she’s sleeping. 
D E A 
In my daughter's arms, keep her from harm. 
D E7 A 
Nightmare in the night steal from her dreaming, 
A D- E j 
Soft furry creature of magical charm. 
D A E7 A 
Cries in the night-time, the tears that are falling; 
D A E7 
The dark for a child is scary and hard. 
D A ET A 
Be it dreams or a monster that lurks in the shadows, 
D A D P7 A 


You never abandon the child you guard. 
(chorus) 


She sleeps in your presence, the enemy’s terror. 

You love and you comfort her all through the night. 
With your button eyes watchful, your fur soft as velvet, 
Your love never falters as nightmares take flight. 


(chorus) 


Among all the dollies and toys on her table, 

Her chosen companion, you sleep at her side. 

And though beauty has left you and the years rest upon you, 
Your soul shines with wonder in the depth of your eyes. 


Guardian of the night, watch while she’s sleeping. 
In my daughter’s arms, keep her from harm. 
Nightmares in the night steal from her dreaming, 
Soft furry creature of magical charm. 

Soft furry creature of magical charm. 
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The Bard and the Bees 


Words: Andrew MacRobb 
Tune: “The Wild Rover” (Traditional) 


I’ve scouted at Pennsic for many long years, 

Seen defeat and seen victory shed sweat, blood, and tears, 
I’ve viewed many battles there under the trees, 

But none like the one that was won by the bees. 


Chorus: And it's no, nay, never, 
No, nay, never, no more, 
Will I scout in woods battles, 
No, never, no more! 


We'd planted our banner way back in the glade, 
And the enemy force made a small scouting raid, 
We called in our fighters to take them with ease, 
Then an enemy fell on a nest of ground bees. 


(chorus) 


A suit of plate armor is wonderous stuff, 

But against yellow jackets, it just ain’t enough, 
We needed a stretcher to carry him out, 

Then marked off the nest and restarted the bout. 


(chorus) 


Then a fighter with polearm made an error most grave, 
And a hornets’ nest fell to the tip of his glave. 

Now, hornets are rhinohides; they just called “light,” 
And swarmed out of their nest for to join in the fight. 


(chorus) 


A chirurgeon, six marshals, and twenty fighters 
Went down to defeat to those stinging blighters. 
Five points to the Middle, the East one did rate, 
But those blasted hornets got at least twenty-eight! 


(chorus) 


Final Chorus: And it’s no, nay, never, 
No, nay, never, no more, 
Will I scout in woods battles, 
Well, not till next war! 
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Words: Mary Ellen Wessels 
Music: Judith Hayman 
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Wa- ter runs through my state like blood in veins Rain and snow melt trans- 


fu- sions to dark fer- tile earth Grape grow- ing earth 
F 


A49 50 51 52 53 54 55 
ESSE S S EN ESE O REA o E S N ZE A SE ESTA ESSE 
AT BES ES AE, E E eS SA STA ISS VES O SR E ES ee. NA 
To E SS EE ES BE SS RA O E A IA EA EA es 
NL ESA Y A TA ES SS A NS ESO SO SE AEREA MESS 


Moss and ferns in qui- et dark for- ests 


So now when I see tulips Water runs through my state 
I think of you. Like blood in veins 
There in that lizard laden Rain and snow melt 
Place, sand strewn Transfusions to dark fertile earth 
Where cactuses taller than me Grape growing earth 
Grow in front of bowling Moss and ferns 
Alleys and post offices In quiet dark forests. 
And gravel grows in lawns. 
So now I think of you 
Spring mud brings bulbs I think of you 
Of bright floral chaos When I see tulips. 


To my green almost island state 
Lake Michigan an ocean 

To my eyes as a child 

Alewives dried on burning sand. 
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Shrink Wrap Blues 
Words and Music: Gary McGath 
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Oh, I got anew computer game called “Journey Through Hell,” 
The catalog convinced me that it had to be swell, 

With weapons supernatural at your control, 

And graphics so spectacular, they’re worth your soul. 

I ripped the package open, then was filled with dread, 

For words made out of fire on the envelope said: 


Chorus: By opening this envelope, you have agreed 
If you can win the game, then you'll be freed, 
But if you never beat it, then your soul is mine! 
Signed, Lord of the Flies and King of the Swine. 


I went back to the dealer in a terrible huff, 

But he just grinned and said to me, “That’s really tough,” 
And told me that the package that contained the disk 
Said consequential damages were my own risk. 

So Pd better start in playing, every chance I got, 

Or Pd end up at the address where it’s always hot. 


(chorus) 


I tried to use ResEdit to discover some tricks 

And found a resource labeled “EVIL” six sixty-six. 

But when I double-clicked it, I screamed angrily; 

The system said “Bus error at D-E-A-D.” 

The only thing to do was reboot it, and then 

The startup screen displayed the words: “Don’t do that again.” 


(chorus) 


Now I'm at level forty in this devil’s maze, 

Pm afraid that I'll be at it till the end of my days, 

And then I'll spend eternity in Satan’s pits, 

But I’m damned if I'll give up the game and call it quits. 
My one hope for salvation lies, beyond a doubt, 

In Holy Justice throwing shrink-wrap licenses out. 


(chorus) 
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The Fair Folk 


Words and Music: Judith Hayman 
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Gold and silver shine all around 

In a thousand lights on the dancing ground. 
Oh, come not here at the fall of night 

Where the Fair Folk dance in the waning light. 


Chorus: Oh, the Fair Folk dance and the Fair Folk sing, 
As the Fair Folk step in the magic ring. 
Oh, tread not here till the light of day, 
Or the Fair Folk steal your soul away. 


In the hollow hills the Old Ones throng 

And click their bones to the ceilidh* song, 
And the banshee wails in the darkling night 
As the Fair Folk dance till the morning light. 


(chorus) 


Seven years spent out of time 

And all is lost that once was mine. 

I tarried once and listened long 

To the echoes of the Fair Folks’ song. 


(chorus) 


Tall and proud and wondrous fair 

The people of the dark and air. 

Hold high the iron that they fear! 

The Fair Folk call — don’t let them near. 


(chorus twice) 


* Ceilidh — pronounced “Kay-lee” 


Note: The clever reader will note that the lyrics for the first verse are different above and in the 
score to the left. Blame not your humble scribe; this is how it was on the original sheets I 
was given, and I was unable to contact the author for clarification. Just use whichever set 
of words you prefer, I guess. 
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Words and Music: I Abra Cini 


Musical notation by Christine Quifiones 
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Chorus: Stone, flying stone. 

Leave the Miseries beneath us; 
Alone, on our own, 

Only brotherhood between us. 
We know only our lowly ways, 
So let the dragons teach us 

To roam, like the stones 
Drifting up above our eyes. 


When we passed through the shim'ring door 
Connecting there and here, 

We fell in love with this new world 

And made our feelings clear. 

In all our searches, we never saw 

A sky so rose and crimson, 

That beckoned us to take the chance, 

And make a new life here, 

With stone... (chorus) 


The first of us to settle down 

Could not believe our eyes; 

This place, so big and so beautiful, 

Had mountains in her skies. 

Our troubled people were locked in war. 
We could not understand it. 

We hurried through, then shut the door, 
So they could never find 

Our stone... (chorus) 


Dti Ha-ro-en were creatures seen 
Once only from afar; 

Until a gold ambassador 

Appeared with night's first star. 

She welcomed all of us to her home, 
Just like we were new neighbors, 
But warned, “Live lightly on the land, 
And never leave a scar.” 

On stone... (chorus) 


The centuries have come and gone. 
Some struggle and some thrive. 

Our brains, inventions, and beliefs 

Are how we all survive. 

Though life was rugged and cold at first, 
We don’t regret one moment; 

For each newcomer, there's a time 

To learn to stay alive, 

On stone... (chorus) 
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Carcass 


Words: Mike Browne 
Tune: “Darkness” by Jordin Kare 


Am G Am Em Am 
There’s a carcass out between the cars that any eye can see. 

G Em Am Em Am 
There’s a busy road before me where a carcass soon will be. 

C G F E 
There's an empty place beside me where a six-pack used to stand. 

Am G Am Em Am G Am 

There's a feline shape before me, and the stick shift's in my hand. 


Two days ago I struck one, on a backwood road in Maine. 

As I hauled my freight to Springfield for the thousandth time the same. 
And it only took a monent, to flatten that furball. 

I know only that I nailed him — giving him no chance at all. 


I carved a notch in my steering wheel, to mark my latest kill. 

And I left the corpse for the owners there, to bury where they will. 

Let the cold earth hold that roadkill, who dared to block my way — 
And TI take this route on my way back home to search for further prey. 


The roadways hold no safety, for a kittycat who’s seen 

By a trucker high on coffee, alcohol, and benzedrine. 

For I simply can’t ignore them, as they scuttle toward their goal. 
So I catch them in my headlights, and let tires claim their souls. 


C G C Em 
And now the time has come again. The target lies ahead. 

C G Em Am 
The road beneath me whispers, as it purrs beneath my treads. 

C G F E 
There’s a full-throat roar around me, as my eighteen-wheeler flies. 
Am G Am Em Am G Am 

But my hand is cold and steady, and that cat is sure to die. 


But now the cat leaps on the hood, though I do not know how. 
And its eyes are bright and blazing, and its voice a vengeful howl. 
And it smashes through my windshield, and it leaps into the fray, 
And the cab is filled with the scent of blood and the odor of decay. 
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Then my vision starts to fail me, as its talons rip and score. 

And I realize this cat’s the one that I killed two days before. 

Then my rig strikes an embankment, and the impact throws me free, 
And the headlong rush of traffic is the last sight that I see. 


There's a carcass out between the cars that any eye can see. 

When the headlights strike that carcass, you will see that corpse is me. 
So my fellow long-haul truckers, heed well my final plea.... 

If you seek prey in backwoods Maine, beware the Pet Sematry. 


My Favorite Drug 


Words: Avram Grumer 
Tune: “My Favorite Things” from The Sound of Music 


When I am tired, one thing makes me cheer up: 
Caramel color with high fructose syrup, 
Carbon dioxide for belches obscene, 

And most importantly — lots of caffeine! 


Ice-cold or luke-warm, I don’t really give a 
Damn what it does to my heart or my liv-ah, 
Stomach or bladder, intestines or spleen. 
Fill me right up to the top with caffeine! 


When it’s late night at the filksing, and I’ve had no rest 
I just chug some soda with lots of caffeine, and then I’m back at my best! 


Page 30 Contata Program Book + 1994 T 


Puppies Cooked in Brine 


Words & Tune: Debbie Ridpath Ohi 
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Joke Chrétien 


Words: Michael Rubin 
Tune: “Jacques Chrétien” (trad. / Gordon R. Dickson) 
Chords approximated by Eli Goldberg 


C F C F Em G 
They talk a lot of brotherhood, the faith of fighting men 
C F Am C E Em G Q 
And how it was a crime to lose their Colonel Jacques Chrétien. 
— E C F Em- G 
Well there was a war on at the time, and war's a bit unfair 
C F Am C F EmG C 
And this is how it really was ’cause no shit, I was there! 


The Ninety-Seventh Infantry was stuck in Rochmont town 
Surrounded by some Helmuth scum who we could not pin down. 
We hated all their Helmuth guts, but war’s no reason why: 
They’d shut us in for winter with a shipload of Dorsai. 


Now the fancy lords of Rochmont kept the Dorsai in their pay 

And thought perhaps those boys should do some work to earn their way. 
Their soldiers sallied bravely forth outnumbered ten to one, 

Came back with zero casualties and said the job was done. 


Why would that big expensive Helmuth army turn and run? 
It’s not as if they'd never seen a Dorsai with a gun. 

The merest thought of bribery occurred to just a few; 
Although it might be heresy, you can’t beat two plus two. 


Suspicion fell on Colonel Jacques who drank champagne by quarts; 
A wad of Helmuth money was discovered in his shorts. 

He wouldn't tell a court of law where all the rest was hid, 

So he got hanged and some big brass on Dorsai flipped their lid. 


Bright, bright the sun that morning rose upon the Helmuth plain 
And when the sun set in the west no street nor roof remained. 
The cattle raped, the women burned, ’twas not a pretty sight; 
The Ninety-Seventh had of course left town the previous night. 


No more is there a Rochmont town because of Dorsai’s vow; 

It serves them right, they didn’t pay their taxes anyhow. 

They sing a lot of brotherhood, the faith of fighting men 

But take a nice big grain of salt for “Colonel Jacques Chrétien”! 
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